mindedly Makeev was absorbed in studying his tunic
Decidedly this Japanese cloth was a mess  Yes, you're in a
fine Japanese mess, Captain
'Ladies and gentlemen,5 Zabiakin started again
cOh, drop it|5 exclaimed somebody
'Queen of Spades, Queen of Spades,' chanted Rezukhm
clf pretty little girls
Like birds were made,
To turn into a twig
I wouldn't be afraid
And then      '
An inarticulate groan sounded from a corner With his
jaws set, Lieutenant Issak was gnawing at his fist convul-
sively
'Annef' he cried, suddenly shaken all over with sobs,
'Anne'
As usual, Sipailov came in on tip-toe, without knocking
Small and stooped, he stood m the doorway, rubbing his
hands and looking around him with blinking eyes He
seemed to take a certain amount of pleasure in the disgust
he inspired Mincing forward, he studied the silent officers,
the sobbing lieutenant, the table with the Pravda lying
on it
'Deportment, ladies, deportment1' mimicked Sipailov,
and his palms rubbed together more rapidly than ever
He might have been always cold
He rubs his hands together when he's nothing better
to do with them, Makeev said to himself, loathing the
sight of him, and he muttered.
'Hullo, here's the Strangler''
Sipailov overheard Makeev's remark, and his throat
filled with gurgles It was his way of laughing
'Resting after a hard day's work?' he said, half-inter-
rogativdy, half affirmatively Nobody answered him
The Strangler shuffled across the room, on the look-out
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